PLAYS   AND   PLAYERS

went to extreme lengths to achieve aloofness. An inci-
dent related by Goodwin will illustrate this.

During the run of "Nathan Hale" in New York
Goodwin entered his dressing-room one night, turned
on the electric light, and was amazed to see Charles
sitting huddled up in a corner,

"What are you doing here, Charley?" asked Goodwin.

"I am casting a new play, and came here to get some
inspiration. Good night/* was the reply. With that
he walked out.

There was one great secret in Charles Frohman's life.
It is natural that it should center about the writing
of a play; it is natural, too, that this most intimate of
incidents in the career of the great manager should be
told by his devoted friend'and colleague of many years,
Paul Potter.

Here it is as set down by Mr. Potter:

We had hired a rickety cab at the Place Saint-Fran-
gois in Lausanne, and had driven along the lake of
Geneva to Morges, where, sitting on the terrace of the
Hotel du Mont Blanc, we were watching the shore of
Savoy across the lake, and the gray old villages of
Thonon and Evian, and the mountains, rising ridge upon
ridge, behind them. And Frohman, being in lyric
mood, fell to quoting "The Blue Hills Far Away," for
Owen Meredith's song was one of the few bits of verse
that clung in his memory.

"Odd," said he, relapsing into prose, "that a chap
should climb hill after hill, thinking he had reached his
goal, aiid should forever find the blue hills farther and
farther away."

While he was ruminating the clouds lifted, and there,it was a fine
